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Nofc of Turke,and Tartars lips : 
Finger of Birth-ftrangled Babe, 
Ditch-deliuer'd by a Drab, 
Make the Grevvell thicke, and flab. 
Adde thereto a Tigers Chawdron, 
For th'Ingrcdiencc of our Cawdron. 

All. Double, double, royle and trouble, 
Fire burnc,and Cauldron bubble. 

2 CoolcitwkhaBaboonesblood, 
Then the Charme is firmc and good. 

Enter Hecat.andthe other three Witches* 

Hec. O well done : I commend your paincs, 
And euery one fhall jfharc i'ch'gaines : 
And now about the Cauldron fing 
Like Elues and Fairies in a Ring, 
Inchanting all that you put in. 

MuftekeandaSong. TSUche Spirits, <jrc. 
2 By the pricking of my Thumbes, 
Something wicked this way comes: 
Open Lockes, who cuer knockes. 

Enter Macbeth. 

Macb.How now you fecrct,black,& midnight Hags? 
What isYyou do? 

AIL A deed without a name. 

Mack I coniure you, by that which you Profcfle, 
(How ere you come to know it) anfwet* me : 
Though you vntye the Windes, and let them fight 
Againft the Churches : Though the yefty V/ aues 
Confound and fwallow Nauigation vp : 
Though bladed Corne be lodged, & Trees blown downe, 
Though Caftles topple on their Warders heads : 
Though Pallaces, and Pyramids do flopc 
Their heads to their Foundations: Though the trcafure 
Of Natures Germaine, tumble altogether, 
Euen till deftruaiou ficken : Anfwer mc 
To whatlaske you« 

1 Speake. 

2 Demand. 

3 Wcc'l anfwer. 

i Say,if th'hadft rather hearc it from our mouthes, 
Or from our Matters. 

Macb. CalPem : let me fee 'em. 

I Po wre in Sowe* blood, that hath eaten 
Her nine Furrow: Grcaze that's fweaten 
From the Murderers Gibbet, throw 
Into the Flame. 

AIL Come high or low : 
Thy Selfe and Office deafdy flio w. Thunder. 

i . Apparation s an Armed Head 

Alicb. Tell me, thou vnknowne power. 

I He knowes thy thought : 
Hcare his fpeech, but fay thou nought. 

I Appar. Mdcbetl^Macbeth) Macbeth: 
Beware Macduffc, 

Beware the Thane of Fife : difmiffe me. Enough. 

UeDefcends. 

Macb.Vfhzt ere thou art,for thy good caution,thanks 
Thou haft harp'd my fcare aright. But one word more. 

1 He will not be commanded : hcerc's another 
More potent then the fir ft. . Thunder. 

2 Apparition y a Bloody Childe. 

2 Appar. CMacbeth ^Macbeth, Macbeth. 
Macb. Had 1 three cares, Il'd heare thee. 
2 Appar. Be bloody, bold,& rcfolute : 


TheTragedie oJ<^Adacbetk 


Laugh to fcorne 

Thcpowreofman : For none of woman born. 
Shall harme Macbeth. orn * 

Mac. Then Wuc Macduffewhtt need If 
But yet He make affurance : double furc ° f ? 
And take a Bond of Fate : thou fhalt not'liue 
That I may tell pale-hearted Feare, it lies • \ 
And fleepe in fpight of Thunder. 

3 Appar at ion } a Childe £romied y withaJree 
What is this, that rifes like the iflue of a King * 
And wearcs vpon his Baby-brow, the round 
And top of Soueraignty ? 

AIL Liften,butfpeakenot too't. 

Who chafes, who frets, or where Confpircrs are 
Macbeth fhall ncuer vanquifh'd be, vntill 
Great Byrnam Wood, to high Dunfmane Hill 
Shall come againft him. n 

Macb. That will neuer bee : ^ 
Who can impreffe the 3 orreft, bid the Tree 
Vnfixe his earth-bound Root ? Sweet boadments 
Rebellious dead, rife neuer till the Wood * 
Of By man rife, and our high plat'd Macbeth 
Shall Hue the Lcafc of Nature,pay his breath 
To time, and mort3ll Cuftome. Yet my Hart 
Throbs to know one thing : Tell me, if your Arc 
Can tell to much : Shall Banquo's iffue euer 
Reigne in this Kingdome ? 

AIL Secke to know no more. 

Macb. I will befatisfied. Deny mc this, 
And an eternall Curfc fall on you : Let me know.! 
Why finkes that Caldron i & what noifc is this? *HoU* t 

1 Shew. >; 

2 Shew. 

3 Shew. 

AIL Shew his Eyes,and grccuc hij Hart, 
Come like (hadowes, fo depart. 

A fhm of eight King*, and "Banqm lafij»itb 4 gkfft 
in his hand. 

Macb. Thou art too irk* the Spirit of Banquo\ Down: 
Thy Cro wne do's feare mine Eye-bals. And thy hairc ' 
Thou other Gold-boundJbro w, is like the fir ft : 
A third, is like the former. Filthy Hagges, 

Why do you fhew me this? -A fourth ? Start eyes \ 

What will the Line ftretch out to'tu'eracke of Doome ? 
Another yet ? A feauenth? Jle fee no more : 
And yet the eight appeares, who beares a glaffe, 
Which fhewes me many more : and fomc I fee, 
That two-fold Balks, and trebblc Scepters carry. 
Horrible fight : Now I fee 'tis true, 
For the Blood-bolter'd Banqtto fmilcs vpon me, 
And points at them for his. What? is this fp ? 

I I Sir,allthis isfo* But why 
Stands CMacbeth thus amafcedly ? 
Come Sifters, cheere we vp his fprights, 
And (hew the beft of our delights. 
He Charme the Ayre to giuc a found, 
While you performe your Antique round : 
That this great King may kindly fay, 
Our duties, did his welcome pay. 

The Witches Dance ^and vanijh 

tMacb. Where are they ? Gone i 
Let this pernitious houre, 
Stand aye accurfed in the Kalendcr. 
Come in, without there. 

Lenox. What's your Graces will. 


Mvficke* 


Enter Lenox. 


Mick 


The Tr age die of (^Macbeth. 


^T^Tiaw^u the Wcy ard Sifters > 
U nox. No my Lord. 
jtfact. Came they not by you? 
Unox. No indeed my Lord. 
Aticb. Infcftcd be the Ayre whereon they ride, 
j danif/d all chofc that truft them. I did hearc 
The galloppiog of Horfe. Who was't came by? 
y».Tt* two or three my Lord.that bring you word : 

jtfacb. Fled to England? 
hen. I,my good Lord. 

jtfjtcb. Time, thou anticipate my dread exploits: 
The flighty purpofc neuer is o're-tooke 
VoleflTc the deed go with it. From this moment, 
The very fuftlings of my heart fiball be 
fhc firftlings of my hand. And et;cn now 
Xo Crown my thoughts with A61:s;be it thoght & done: 
XhcCaftleof/W^/f, I will fmprize, 
Seize vpon Fife; giuc to th'edge o'th 'Sword 
His Wife, his Babes,and all vnfortunate Soules 
That trace him in his Line. No boafting like a Foole, 
This deed lie do, before this purpofe coole, 
But no more fights. Where aic thefc Gentlemen ? 
Come bring me where they are. Exeunt 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Macdttjfcs Wifefrer Son % and Rejfe. 

Wife. What had he done.to make him fly the Land ? 
%o(fe. You mufl haue patience Madam. 
Wife. He had none : 
His flight was madncflc : when our A&ions do not, 
Our fearcs do make vs Traitors. 

Roffe. You know not 
Whether it was his wifedome,or his feare. 

Wife. Wifedom? to lcaue his wife,to lcaue his Babcs f 
Hh Manfion,and his Titles, in a place 
From whence himfelfe do's flye? He lours vs not, 
He wants the naturall touch. For the poors Wren 
(The moft diminitiue of Birds) will fight, 
Her yong ones in her Neft,againft the OvrJe : 
All is the Feare, and nothing is the Louc ; 
As little is the Wifcdome, where the flight 
So ratines againft all reafon. 

%ojfe. MydecrcftCooz, 
I pray you fchoolc your felfc. But for your Husband^ 
He is Noble, Wile, IudiciouSjand beft knowes 
The fits o^th'Seafon. I dare not fpeakc much further,* 
But cruel! are the times, when we are Traitors 
;And do not know our fellies : when we hold Rumor 
rem what we feat c, yet know not what we feare, 
But fioa:c vpon a wildc and violent Sea 
Each way, and mouc. I take my lcaue of you: 
Shall net be long but j!e be hcere againe: 
Things at the worft will ceMe or eUje climbe vpward, 
To what r,hcy we^ before. My pretty Co&ne, 
BlclTing vpon you. 

Wife* Fathcr'd he Is, 
And yet hec's Father^ldTe. 

Ttyjfe. I am fo much a Foolc^aould I ft ay longer 
It would be my diigracc, and yqur4>fconubi c . . 
I take my lcaue at .oucc. ■ Extt Rcjfe. 


!Fi 


Wife. Sirra, your Fathers dead, 
And what will you do now? How will you Hue t 
Son. As Birds do Mother. 
Wife. What with Wormes,and Flycs ? 
Son. With what I get I mcane 3 and fo do th$y« 
Wife. PooreBird, 
Thou'dft ncuer Feare the Net, nor Li me, 
The Pitfall, nor the Gin. 

Son. Why fhould I Mother ? 
Poore Birds they arc not fet for : 
My Father is not dead for all your faying. 

Wife. Yes.hcisdead : 
How wilt thou d o for 3 Father ? 

Son. Nay how will you do for a Husband ? 
Wife. Why I can buy me twenty at any Market. 
Son. Then you'l by "cm to fell againe; 
mfe. Thou fpeak'ft withail thy wit, 
And yet l'faith with wit enough for thee* 
Son. Wasimy Father a Traitor^ Mother h 
Wtfe. I, that he was. 
Son. What is a Traitor? 
Wife. Why one that fwcares,and Iyes 0 
Son. And be ail Traitors,that do fo. 
Wife. Euery one that do's fo, is a Trattcr, 
And muft bt hang'd. 

Son. And muft they all be hang'd, that fwcar and lye ? 
Wife. Euery one. 
Son* Who muft hang them 4 
mfe. Why,thehoneftmcn # 
Son. Then the Liars and Swearers are Fools:for there 
are Ly ars and Swearers enow* to beate the honcft men, 
and hang vp them* 

Wife. Now God helpe thee, poore Monkie : 
But how wdt thou do for a Father ? 

Son. If he were dead, youl'd weepeforhim : if you 
wculd not, it were a good figne, that 1 fhould quickely 
haue a r,ev« Father. 
mfe. Poore ptatler,how thou talk'ft ? 

Enter a Meffenger* 
MefRkffe you faire Dame : 1 am not to you known, 
Though in your ftatc of Honor I am perfeft j 
I doubt fome danger do's approach you necrely. 
If you wiU take a homely mans adu«ce, 
Be not found hcere : Hence with your little onei 
To fright you thus. Me thinkes I am too fauagc; 
To do worfe to you, were fell Cruelty, 
Which is too nie your perfon. Heauen priferue you, 
I dare abide no longer. Exit Mcffenger 

mfc. Whether fhould I flye ? 
I haue done no harme. But I remember now 
1 am in this earthly world : where to do harme • 
Is often laudable, to do good fometime 
Accounted dangerous folly. Why then (alas) 
Do I put vp that womanly defence^ 
To fay I haue done no harme? 
What arc thefe faces ? 

Enter Murthcrers. 
Mar. Where is your Husband ? 
Wife. I hope in no place fo vnfan&ified* 
Where iuch as thou may'ft finde him; 
Mur m He'saTraicor. 

Son. 1 hou ly'ft thou (hagge-car'd Villaitic/ 

Mur. What you Egge? 
Yong fry of Treachery ? 

Son H ha's kill'd me Mother^ 
Run away I pray you. Exit crying Mmther 

_ N n Seen* 
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